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"What I'm wondering is this, Smeeth. It's not our
fault this has happened. I mean to say, it's not the
ordinary case of selling the stuff before you've bought it,
hoping for a fall in prices, and then getting nipped
because the price goes up when you have to deliver the
stuff. It's nothing like that, you see. We've been let
down by sheer rotten trickery. Not our fault at all. Now
I'm wondering if our customers would agree to cancel
the orders if I explained the situation to them, told them
straight out that Golspie was a wrong 'un and we've
been let down. It's worth trying, isn't it? Where's that
order book? I want to see who are about the biggest
buyers of these last lots that I can get hold of at once.
What about Brown and Gorstein? They're not far
away."
"And they've bought as much as anybody," said Mr,
Smeeth. "We've a lot to deliver to them. You might
get hold of Mr. Gorstein."
"Ill ring up and see if he's there." And while he
waited, receiver in hand, he added: "Jot down what
Brown and Gorstein have bought, will you, Smeeth?"
By the time Mr. Smeeth had done this, Mr, Dersingham
had learned that Gorstein was still there and was willing
to see him at once. "Ill go over at once," said Mr.
Dersingham. "I'll just tell my wife first not to expect
me back in a hurry. I believe we were going out to play
bridge with somebody. My hat!—I feel as much like play-
ing bridge to-night as I do like-like-spinning tops."
When the other had finished his telephoning, Mr.
Smeeth had the order book and some paper in front of
him. "While you're there, Mr, Dersingham, 111 try and
work out the whole thing on the new prices."
"I was going to tell you to do that," said Mr. Dersing-

